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Wife.     I have a daughter equals you, my girl.
Maid.     The daughter doth excel the mother then,

As pearls are better than the mother of pearl.

Maids lose their value when they match with men,

Widow* The man with whom I matcht, his worth was such
As now I scorn a maid should be my peer.

Maid*     But I will scorn the man you praise so much,
For maids are matchless, and no mate can bear.

Hence is it that the virgin never loves,
Because her like she finds not anywhere?
For likeness evermore affection moves;
Therefore the maid hath neither love nor peer.

Wife.     Yet many virgins married wives would be.
Widow.  And many a wife would be a widow fain.
Maid.     There is no widow but desires to see,
If so she might, her maiden days again.

Widow.  There never was a wife that liked her lot.
Wife.     Nor widow but was clad in mourning weeds.
Maid.    Do what you will, marry, or marry not,

Both this estate and that, repentance breeds,

Wife.     But she that this estate and that hath seen,

Doth find great odds between the wife and girL

Maid.    Indeed she doth, as much as is between
The melting hailstone and the solid pearl.

Wife.     If I were widow, my merry days were past.
Widow. Nay, then you first become sweet pleasure's guest

For maidenhead is a continual fast,

And marriage is a continual feast.

Maid.    Wedlock indeed hath oft compared bin

To public feasts, where meet a public rout;
Where they that arc without would fain go in,
And they that are within would fain go out.

Or to the jewel which this virtue had,
That men were mad till they might it obtain,
*   But when they had it, they were twice aa mad,
Till they were dispossest of it again.